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Summary: 


Tyrell is getting to know his new neighbor better, but his 
bitter ex has other plans. I'm really bad at summaries, so... 
Basically, I'm writing this fic using prompts, to help improve 
my writing. 


1. Chapter1 


Author's Note: 


Before we start, | apologize to Nowell and Piers fans. 
They're not nice people in this fic. | needed antagonists 
that weren't Blados and Chalis, and | haven't played The 
Lost Age, and you know, Nowell doesn't do much, so... 
Also, I'm sorry about the length. With a seven month old 
clinging to me all day, | can't write on my computer 
unless | want her to accidentally reformat it, so this was 
written on my phone. I'll aim for longer next time. 
Anyway, hope you enjoy! 


Tyrell sighed, dropping his bag onto his bed. It had been one 
hell of a day, and for once, he was thankful that he had the 
apartment to himself. 


Matthew would be gone all weekend, as he'd flown to 
Belinsk with his girlfriend Sveta to visit with her brother, 
King Volechek. And Amiti would be gone for at least the 
evening; taking advantage of the fact that it was empty, 
Karis had invited him to sleep over at her and Sveta's place. 


And after the week he'd had, he really didn't want to be 
around anyone. First his dad had nagged him about wanting 
to become "just" a mechanic after college, and then his 
teacher, Professor Patcher, had basically told him that his 
essay project was all wrong, and he'd have to write it over. 
The essay he'd been working on all semester, that was fifty 
percent of his grade. Of course, Patcher could have been just 
trying to make his life hell. Make one little joke about the 
guy's bald spot... 


If that wasn't enough, his girlfriend Nowell had flipped on 
him for helping his friend Hou Ju with some homework. 
Never mind the fact that the only reason he'd agreed was 
because she was the sister of his friend, she also had the 
biggest crush on Matthew he'd ever seen. Nowell had 
accused him of trying to get with the sophomore girl, and 
had refused to listen to his explanations. 


Honestly, he was getting real sick of her unwarranted 
jealousy and accusations. He wasn't a perfect boyfriend by 
any means, but he was loyal, god damn it, and he didn't 
really even speak to any other girls outside of Sveta and 
Karis. And with the mood he had been in all week, he was 
about ready to say fuck it and be done with her. 


And, to top it all off, he'd fucked up replacing the timing belt 
on an expensive, old-school Impala at work today. 
Something he should have been able to do in his sleep. Both 
his boss, Eoleo, and the car owner had been pissed. 
Personally, he thought the car owner had overreacted; it 
wasn't like he had scratched the paint, and his boss had 
paid for the replacement, and ended up eating the cost of 
the original problem too. So Eoleo had a right to be upset; 
the McCoys did not, but that hadn't stopped Mrs. McCoy 
from screaming at him for twenty minutes. 


Tyrell momentarily considered going to the complex's gym, 
work out some of his frustration, but honestly, he just 
wanted to hole up with his CoD, a beer, and maybe some 
pizza. He'd go tomorrow once he felt more like himself. He 
stretched, rolling his neck as he made a mental to-do list for 
the evening. 


Shower, order pizza, veg out and kick some twelve year old's 
ass at Modern Warfare. He glanced at the blank screen as he 
plugged his phone in, and added one more thing. Try to 


avoid Nowell. That would just piss her off of course, but he 
really didn't want to hear her bitching at him again. 


He grabbed his towel and made his way to the bathroom he 
Shared with Matthew. Since Amiti, being a prince, was the 
only reason they had been able to get a place as nice as 
this, Tyrell and Matthew had agreed to give up the master to 
their friend. He hung his towel up and turned on the hot 
water before he stripped and stepped inside the shower. He 
closed his eyes as the hot water pelted his shoulders, easing 
the tension of the last week, and sighed. 


After scrubbing the grease, dirt, and sweat from his body, he 
got out, dried off, and dressed in his most comfortable pair 
of gray sweats, socks, and a red tank top. He grabbed his 
phone off the charger and made his way to the living room. 
He set his phone down, and then turned on his Xbox before 
going to grab a beer. 


He'd just popped the top and took a sip when he heard a 
knock at the door. Sighing, he set it on the counter before 
going to open it. 


In the hallway stood their new neighbor. He'd seen her when 
she moved in last week, and then again a few days ago. He'd 
given her a friendly smile, which she'd shyly returned before 
she'd scurried into her apartment. 


She was short--really short. She barely reached the middle of 
his chest, and couldn't have been more than sixteen. Her 
midnight black hair was pulled back into a messy bun, but 
that was all that was messy about her. Her red pleated skirt 
was neat, and her white short-sleeved button up looked like 
it had been ironed. But it was her bright red eyes and the 
bright red tattoo on her forehead that got his attention. 


Red was his favorite color. 


"Hello." 


Her voice was soft, but she seemed out of breath. Her eyes 
were wide, and cheeks flushed. She looked like she'd either 
just come from the gym--which was unlikely, given her 
clothes-- or she was close to panicking. 


"Uh, hi?" 


She bit her lip. "Ah, my name is Himi. | just moved in next 
door." She looked at him expectantly. 


"Uh--Tyrell," he said lamely. Himi nodded. 
"Hi. Um, are you busy?" 
Tyrell shook his head. And then added, "No." 


"Ok. Um, so this is kind of awkward, but there's a spider in 
my kitchen, and it's--like, it's really big. | don't like spiders. 
And, uh, I'm trying to make dinner, and | was wondering-- 
would you be able to kill it for me? Please?" She said it all 
very fast. Tyrell watched her with an amused smile. 


"Yeah, sure. Hold on." 


Leaving the door open, he went to his room and slid his 
boots on without lacing them up. When he came back, Himi 
was still outside the door, gazing around the apartment. 


"You could have come in." 


She gave him a startled look. "Uh, no thank you. | was just 
curious. Don't you have roommates?" She stepped aside so 
Tyrell could join her in the hall and shut the door. 


"Yeah. Amiti is at his girlfriend's, and Matthew is out of town 
with his." 


She nodded and led him to her own door. "You'll have to 
remove your boots. | think you should be able to fit in my 
dad's slippers." 


"Uh-what?" 


Himi let him into her apartment. On the carpet next to the 
small tiled area by the door was a line of slippers. Himi took 
off her flats and lined them up next to a pair of sneakers on 
the tile before stepping into the smallest pair of slippers. 
Standing on the carpet, she looked up at him expectantly. 


"For real?" He was just going to kill a spider. Himi nodded, 
and Tyrell kicked off his boots. After he'd slid into her 
father's slippers, he followed her to her kitchen. 


Her apartment was laid out the same as his, except flipped, 
and decorated much nicer. Instead of his plain, mismatched 
furniture, Himi's apartment was tastefully decorated in 
blacks, whites, and rich reds. All of her appliances were 
upgraded from the generic black ones in his own apartment, 
to stainless steel. Everything was very beautiful--but also 
felt very sterile. It was spotless, but there was nothing to 
denote that people lived there. No bags or jackets on the 
floor, no papers strewn across the coffee table, nothing but 
generic flower pictures on the walls. 


Only the kitchen showed signs of life--a textbook, notebook, 
and a pen and a couple of highlighters laid out on the bar 
top, and ingredients and utensils for dinner arranged neatly 
on the lower counter. Himi stopped just before the tile and 
pointed at the counter. 


"It was over there." 


Tyrell nodded and stepped into the kitchen. "By the food?" 


"The sink." 


Tyrell turned to the sink and examined it. Upon seeing 
nothing, he moved the sponge, and a small black spider 
scurried out. Really, it was much too tiny for anyone to be 
scared of. Without thinking to ask for anything, Tyrell 
slammed his hand down and squished it. He gestured to the 
faucet. 


"Do you mind...?" Himi shook her head and Tyrell quickly 
washed his hands before wiping down where the poor spider 
had been. Turning to Himi, he wiped his hands in his sweats. 


"Was that all you needed?" Himi was wrinkling her small 
nose. "What?" 


"I have hand towels." 


"Huh? Oh--" He looked down at his hands. "Eh, its no big 
deal." 


Himi stared at his hands for a moment, as if she were 
debating asking him to wash them again just so he could 
use a towel. Finally she looked up. "Thank you for your 
help." 


"No problem." Tyrell made his way back over to the door and 
traded the slippers for his boots. "Couldn't you have just 
asked your parents to kill the spider?" 


Himi looked at him in confusion. "Why would | ask my 
parents?" 


“Because it'd be easier than asking a total stranger? And 
safer?" 


"But my parents live in Yamata..." she said slowly. Tyrell 
looked around. 


"They don't live here?" Himi shook her head, and Tyrell 
narrowed his eyes. He really couldn't stand parents who 
didn't want to take care of their children! "Do you at least 
have a guardian that comes and checks on you? What's your 
parents’ number?" 


Himi stared at him in disbelief. "How old do you think | am?" 


"Like fifteen, right? What kind of people let their kid live on-- 


"Eighteen." 


"--their own, and don't even bother checking on--wait, 
what?" 


Himi lifted her chin. "I said, | am eighteen." 


It was Tyrell's turn to stare in disbelief before he snorted. 
"Yeah, nice try. | Saw your school books." 


"Yes. For college. I'm taking my pre-reqs for environmental 
science and botany." When he still looked skeptical, Himi 
retrieved her book from the counter and handed it to him. 
He recognized the book from when he'd taken second year 
biology. 


"You're a sophomore?" 
“Freshman. | took a lot of AP science classes in high school." 


"Huh." Tyrell scratched his ear and handed the book back. 
"I'll be damned." He looked her in the eyes. "Sorry. You're 
just really short and you look really young." 


"I know. It's okay." Tyrell exited the apartment before turning 
to face Himi. 


"You live here alone?" When Himi hesitated, he rushed to 
Clarify. "No, sorry, | just--you said your parents are in Yamato, 
and if you don't have any roommates or anyone to look out 
for you... Look, if you need help or anything, just let me 
know. If I'm not home, one of my roommates usually are, and 
they'll be more than happy to help, too. Okay?" 


Himi watched him a moment more, and then nodded. 
"Thank you." When Tyrell turned to go, she reached out and 
touched his arm. "Wait!" 


Stopping, he looked down at her. Himi blinked in surprise, 
like she hadn't planned to stop him. "Ah. Oh. Um, have you 
eaten dinner yet?" She rushed on before he could answer. 
"Ah, | just meant--| should thank you. | mean, | did. But like. 
I'm making dinner. For myself. If your roommates aren't 
home, | could make something for you as well. To thank you 
for killing the spider." 


"Oh. Uh." He should say no. If he said yes and Nowell found 
out about it, she'd have his balls as earrings, no matter how 
innocent the meal might have been. On the other hand, he 
still needed to eat dinner, and he suddenly found that he 
didn't want to be alone. And Himi seemed nice. 


But... was it really worth it if it meant Nowell would kill him? 
Himi was cute. And if Nowell found out that Tyrell lived next 
to her, let alone went into her apartment? He'd never hear 
the end of it. Torn, he stared at Himi, wondering what to do. 


"What the hell is this?!" 


Well that answered that. Tyrell flinched and swore; he knew 
how Nowell would perceive this, and there was nothing he 


could do to stop the storm. Himi looked past him, a puzzled 
look on her face. Footsteps echoed down the hallway. 


Maybe if he didn't turn around... but no, then he'd just get 
an earful for ignoring her. Sighing resignedly, he turned and 
tried for a nonchalant smile. 


"Hey, Ellie. Have you met Himi? She just asked me to--" 


Nowell stopped in front of him, hands on her hips. Her blue 
eyes flashed. "Jump into her bed?" Tyrell winced and avoided 
looking at Himi. He made a note to apologize profusely to 
her later. "You have got to be kidding me! | came here to 
make-up, even though you refused to apologize, and | find 
you with yet another girl?!" 


"Ellie, | told you, nothing happened between me and Hou Ju. 
And really, Himi just wanted me to kill a spider for her." 


Nowell sneered. "Oh, are we using euphemisms now?" 


"What? No! You need to calm down. I'm not cheating on you, 
Nowell." 


The blue-haired beauty ignored him. "And now | see why you 
keep screwing other girls! It's not that I'm not enough of a 
woman--it's that I'm too much woman!" 


Tyrell stared at her incredulously. "What the fuck are you 
talking about?" Nowell gestured to Himi. 


"Her! That other one! They both look like they're about 
twelve! Apparently you like them young!" Turning to Himi, 
she gave an exaggerated pout. "How old are you, 
sweetheart? Does it make you feel like a big grown-up, 
fucking another woman's man?" 


Himi stiffened. "Excuse me?" Tyrell could feel his temper 
start bubbling. 


"Nowell..." 


“Don't you dare ' Nowell’ me! Always with the excuses! You're 
constantly talking to other girls, and leaving me sitting at 
home waiting! It's not fair!" 


"Are you kidding me?!" Tyrell had tried to holdback his 
temper. He really had. But this... "I have caught you talking 
to Piers not once, not twice, but three separate times! Piers, 
Nowell! He's friends with our parents! He's twice your 
goddamn age! And you have the nerve to say that | keep 
you waiting?!" 


"He's a good listener! He gives me advice on how to deal 
with a lying, no-good boyfriend! He says | deserve better 
than how you treat me, and he's right!" 


Tyrell exploded. "Are you fucking serious?! 'He's a good 
listener... Damn it Nowell, he’s a womanizer and he's just 
telling you want you want to hear to get into your pants!" 


Nowell gave him a scathing glare. "I know he is. And he's 
better in bed than you'll ever hope to be." 


Silence rang in the hallway. Tyrell just stared at Nowell, and 
Himi watched the two of them, trying to make herself as 
small and unobtrusive as possible. 


",..What did you say?" 


Nowell scoffed. "I said--" She blanched as she replayed her 
words. She took a step forward, horror on her face. "Baby, I--" 


"Leave." His voice was tight and quiet. 


"What?" 

“Leave, Nowell. I'm done with you." 

Nowell stared at him in shock. "You're breaking up with me?" 
Tyrell gave her a flat glare. "Yes. Now leave." 


A haughty look crossed her face. "You can't just break up 
with--" 


“Damn it, Nowell, just go!" He yelled. 


Himi and Nowell both jumped. The latter stared at Tyrell with 
wide blue eyes swimming with tears before she turned and 
bolted down the hallway. 


Tyrell and Himi stood in silence for several long minutes 
before Tyrell let out a shuddering breath. When he turned 
back to Himi, his friendly smile was back in place, but it was 
tinged with sadness. 


"Hey, sorry you got dragged into that. Does that dinner offer 
still stand?" 


2. Chapter 2 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Hey, sorry about the delay. Kids, you know? And pets. 
Husbands. Life in general. But anyway. New chapter is 
up. I've realized that I'm awful at ending chapters. So | 
gotta work on that. Hope you enjoy! 


Himi glanced up at Tyrell from under her lashes as she 
chopped vegetables. He had been really quiet since the 
scene with his ex-girlfriend in the hallway a half hour ago. 
Which, she supposed, was to be expected. Not that she 
knew or anything, it wasn't like her dad had ever let her 
date before. 


She felt like she ought to say something, anything to take 
his mind off of it... But what did one say when someone's 
girlfriend cheated on them? What made it worse was that 
she didn't even know Tyrell. Yes, he'd caught her eye--with a 
physique like his, how could he not have--but before tonight, 
She hadn't even known his name. Still, she should say 
something. 


"Um, I'm making chicken and vegetables with rice for 
dinner." 


His bright blue eyes met hers. "Sounds good to me." 


The silence resumed. After a few more minutes, Himi tried 
again. "Would you like something to drink?" 


"You got any beer?" 


"Um, no. I'm too young to drink it." 


Tyrell watched her for a moment. "You've never drank 
before?" 


The skepticism in his voice stung her. "Is it that hard to 
believe?" 


Tyrell shrugged. "I guess not. Just never met an eighteen 
year old who's never tried alcohol." 


"You have now." 
"Okay." 


They fell silent again, Tyrell watching her as she cut the 
chicken. Himi desperately cast around for something to say. 
What hobbies did most guys her age have? 


"Can | ask you a question?" Tyrell startled her and the knife 
slipped, narrowly missing her finger. 


"Ah. Yes." 


He studied her, and for a second Himi thought he'd changed 
his mind. "Why the tattoo on the face?" 


Himi furrowed her brows. "The tattoo...? Oh!" Her hand shot 
up to her forehead where her Third Eye tattoo was. After 
three years, she was so used to it that she forgot it was 
there. She laid aside her knife and dumped all of the 
ingredients in a large glass bowl as she explained. "I'm from 
Yamata. In my culture, once a girl reaches fifteen, she's 
given the Third Eye tattoo as part of a coming of age 
ceremony." Kind of. Only certain girls were given the Third 
Eye, and Himi would be the only one in her generation to 
receive it, but Tyrell didn't need to know that. Tyrell frowned. 


"So it's a religious thing?" 


"Not really. It's for clarity and knowledge. To help discern 
those that have ill-will towards me, and a reminder to always 
seek the truth." Himi started adding herbs and seasonings to 
the bowl with one hand, mixing the contents with the other. 


"Huh. And all Yamatan women have it? | must not have ever 
met any." 


That was because currently, only one Yamatan girl had it. 
Her Aunt Uzume had had one, but she had passed long ago. 
"Uh... We don't leave the island much." 


Tyrell seemed to accept that as he studied her face again. 
Himi felt her cheeks grow warm as she tried to focus on her 
task. 


"It suits you." 


"Huh--Oh!" Tyrell had startled her again--not so much by 
speaking, but what he said--and she dropped the pan she'd 
just picked up; Himi winced at the sound. "Sorry! Um." No 
one had ever complimented her tattoo before. Most people 
sneered at it, made snide comments about her future ability 
to get a job. Just one of the problems with holding so tightly 
onto tradition in the modern age. 


"I mean, l'm sure you were cute without it, but I like the way 
you look now. You're beautiful, exotic almost." 


Himi hid her trembling hands by busying herself with 
transferring the food to the pan. Very few people had called 
her cute in her life, and none had ever called her beautiful. 
Well, not without an ulterior motive, like access to her 
father, her brother, or her inheritance. But Tyrell didn't know 
about any of that. And he said it like he was just stating a 
fact. Like, the sky is blue, the grass is green, and, oh yeah, 
Himi is beautiful. 


"Uh, th-thank you," she said quietly. 
"You're welcome." 


Himi turned toward the stove so she could put the rice on 
and cook the chicken. She could feel Tyrell's eyes on her as 
she cooked, and the result was that she kept dropping 
things. No one had ever watched her that intently before. 
After several minutes, Tyrell spoke again. 


"If I'm making you nervous, | can leave." 


Himi spun around, wooden spoon in hand. "Oh, no! You're 
not! | mean--kind of--maybe a little bit? But it's mostly 
because I'm not used to people watching me cook." 
Watching her do everything else under the sun, sure. But no 
one back home had ever cared if she cooked. In fact, they'd 
encouraged it. 'Dutiful wife’ training, and all that." You don't 
have to leave." 


He stared at her thoughtfully before nodding. "Okay. But 
don't be afraid to tell me if you're uncomfortable. | know | 
can appear intimidating. And, well, | admit that | can have a 
bit of a temper, but | can manage it better than | used to." 


"Okay." 
"So. What do you have to drink?" 


Himi frowned. What did she have--"Oh! I'm sorry!" She 
hurried to her fridge. "Tea, soda, pomegranate juice, and 
water." 


"Soda, please." 


Himi pulled out a Diet Coke and the bottle of pomegranate 
juice. After she filled two glasses with ice, she poured the 


Coke in one and handed it to Tyrell before pouring her juice. 
She'd completely forgotten that she'd asked him that earlier. 


After putting the juice away, she checked on dinner. "The 
chicken is done. The rice will be done in about ten minutes." 


"Okay." Tyrell was tracing shapes into the condensation on 
his glass. Himi stood awkwardly on the opposite side of the 
counter, holding her juice. As she glanced around, her eyes 
landed on her biology book. Seemed like a good a topic as 
any. 


"Um. So, what do you do? | mean, do you go to school? Or 
work? Both?" 


"Both. I'm a part time mechanic at a shop, and I'm getting a 
degree in business." 


She tilted her head to the side. "Incongruous," she muttered. 
"Uh, sorry?" 


Horrified, Himi's eyes widened as she covered her mouth. 
Had she said that out loud? "Oh! That was rude! | just 
meant, you know, because of--like, you don't seem the type 
to go for a business degree, since... | mean--" 


Tyrell's laughter cut her off. "It's okay. | know what you 
meant." Sobering up, he grinned at her. "I want to open my 
own shop one day. I'm already a kick-ass mechanic, but | 
need to learn the business side of things." 


"That's logical." 


"What about you?" 


Himi shook her head. "I'm a double major. | don't have time 
for work." And her dad wouldn't let her have a job anyway. 


"Oh, yeah. Why'd you decide to do that?" 


Himi glanced up. Tyrell was watching her with his chin 
resting in the palm of his hand. It was strangely adorable. 
She thought about his question, and the complicated 
answer. "Ah. | enjoy plants. Growing them, pruning them... 
I'd love to be a horticulturist, especially if it means | get to 
work with flowering trees." 


Tyrell had a soft smile. "Sounds like fun. | mean, not for me, 
I'd kill everything by just looking at it. But fun for you." 


Himi's smile was bitter. "It would be. But my father doesn't 
think being a glorified gardener is a job fit for a pri--for any 
person. And since he's paying my tuition, | study pollution, 
and how certain pollutants affect fruit-bearing trees, and 
what steps can be taken to prevent, decrease, and hopefully 
eliminate these pollutants." Tyrell frowned at her. 


"So take out loans. Drop the classes you don't need, and 
become a horticulturist. It's your life, not his." 


"It's not that simple." 
"No, it is that simple." 


Maybe that was true for other girls. But being a princess 
came with expectations. She was to be seen, and not heard. 
She was to smile and be charming and polite and demure. 
She wasn't to get angry. She wasn't to argue. She was to be 
witty, but not catty, and she was to be knowledgeable, but 
not too much. She was to study subjects that were suitable 
for a princess, while having hobbies that were also suitable 


for a princess. She was to marry when and who her father 
told her to marry. 


And once she was married, she was expected to do all of the 
same things for her husband, while teaching all the same 
things to her daughters. 


"You don't understand," she said quietly. 


Tyrell looked at her with a stubborn expression. "Then make 
me understand." 


Himi just sighed. "Look, can we talk about something else? 
This isn't up for discussion." 


He seemed like he wanted to argue, but finally nodded. 
"Just--if you keep living your life according to what other 
people want from you, you'll never be happy. And now I'll 
drop it." 


"Thank you." The timer went off and Himi turned to remove 
the rice from the heat. After she'd shut off the stove and 
fluffed the rice, she turned around to retrieve a second bowl- 
-only to run into a very solid chest. 


Large hands landed on her shoulders as Tyrell steadied her 
and stepped back. "Sorry. | thought maybe | should help 
with plates." 


"Um. Okay. Second cupboard on the first shelf. Thank you." 
With her heart pounding, Himi picked up the bowl and 
returned to the stove, where she scooped the rice into the 
bowl. She hadn't heard Tyrell getting up, and she definitely 
hadn't expected to run right into his chest. 


It was a nice chest, too. Himi allowed herself to fantasize for 
a minute about the man who could rescue her from her 


father's controlling ways. It wasn't Tyrell--it was just a 
coincidence that the man she imagined had a similar build 
to him. The man who would save her would have to be 
strong, after all, to stand against King Susa, so it would 
make sense. He'd be strong and courageous, and he would 
need integrity, for when her father inevitably tried to pay 
him off. Oh, and humor, he'd have to be able to cheer her up 
when she was missing her family. Loving, of course--wouldn't 
do for her knight to not love her. Kind. And-- 


"Himi?" 


Himi jumped, snapped out of her daydream. Tyrell was 
watching her with a concerned look on his face. 


"You okay?" 


Her cheeks grew warm--she couldn't believe she'd lost 
herself there! "Sorry! I'm just tired, I've been studying like 
crazy lately." 


"Okay..." He was watching her with concern. 
"What did you ask?" 
"Silverware?" 


Himi pointed at the drawer next to the sink before she 
picked up the bowl and a serving spoon and carried them to 
the table. Tyrell followed with plates and forks. After Himi 
had served the food, they both sat down and began eating. 


"This is really good," Tyrell said, with no small amount of 
surprise. 


Himi furrowed her brow. "You wanted it to be bad?" 


"No, it's a good thing. All the girls | know are horrible cooks." 
"I think I'm insulted." 


Tyrell laughed before changing the subject. "So what do you 
do for fun, besides garden?" 


"Read. Bake. Run." 


He chewed his food thoughtfully before swallowing. "What 
do you do when you hang out with your friends?" 


Himi avoided his gaze, toying with a piece of broccoli. "Oh, 
just the normal things. Movies. Shopping. You know." 


Tyrell watched her for a moment. "Huh. You play video 
games?" 


The younger girl relaxed slightly. "No, but Takeru does." 
"Takeru? Is he your boyfriend?" 


Himi froze and mentally slapped herself. "No. My brother. 
He's a few years older than me." 


Tyrell frowned. "That name sounds familiar." She mentally 
Slapped herself again. Takeru's name would sound familiar; 
not only did he attend the same small university, he 
probably shared at least one class with Himi's new neighbor. 
Takeru was also one of those people who got along with 
everyone. Not to mention the tiny fact that he was the crown 
prince of Yamata. If Takeru and Tyrell shared a class, they 
were probably friends. And if Takeru had mentioned that he 
was a prince... 


But Himi wasn't a liar. 


"He attends the same college as us. You probably have a 
class or two with him." 


Tyrell chewed thoughtfully for a moment before his blue- 
green eyes went wide. "Oh! I think | do." He swept a 
speculative look over her. "You're his baby sister? The way 
he talks about you, I'd have thought you were about five." 


Himi gave an aggravated sigh. "He treats me like I'm five 
sometimes, but his heart is in the right place." She sipped 
her drink. "Do you have any siblings?" 


Tyrell shook his head. "No, but | grew up with my two best 
friends. So they're basically like my brother and sister." 


Silence fell as the two continued eating. Himi couldn't help 
but watch Tyrell eat. He ate like she assumed a regular 
person would eat, not the royalty and aristocrats she'd been 
surrounded with her entire life. Instead of the soft clinks, 
there were scrapes as the fork was dragged against the 
plate. When rice became stuck to his upper lip, instead of 
using a napkin, Tyrell just licked it away. And Himi's mother 
would have the vapors to see the way he rested his elbows 
on the table and neglected to use a coaster. Not that he was 
a slob. Just... real. It was refreshing. 


Across the table, Tyrell cleared his threat. "I, uh, wanted to 
apologize." 


Jarred from her thoughts, Himi blinked, but he was staring 
intensely at his plate. She had an idea why, but she asked 
anyway. "For?" 


“Earlier. In the hall. I'm sorry." 


"There's no need to apologize. It wasn't your fault." 


Tyrell swept his gaze up to meet hers before lowering it 
again. "Yeah, but you got dragged into it." 


Himi watched him take a bite of his dinner. "I'm sorry, too." 
The words flew out of her mouth before she realized it. He 
furrowed his brows in confusion. "For what she did to you... 
And the way she told you. No one deserves that." 


Tyrell shrugged. "It's whatever. Things weren't great, 
anyway. But thanks." 


She opened her mouth to ask him what he meant, then 
thought better of it. They were essentially strangers. She 
really had no right to pry. 


After dinner was finished, Tyrell offered to help her clean up, 
but Himi declined. 


"Really, its fine. | invited you. | won't make you clean. 
Besides, | enjoy washing dishes." 


Tyrell gave her a skeptical look, but didn't argue. He did 
insist on at least carrying their dishes to the kitchen, 
though. Himi followed him to the door. 


"Thank you for killing the spider. And for staying for dinner." 


Tyrell glanced up from putting his boots on and gave her a 
heartwarming grin. "No, thank you for inviting me. It was 
nice to forget about the day | had." 


She gave him a small smile and he stood up, sliding his 
hands into the pockets of his sweatpants. They stood in 
awkward silence for a few moments, Himi playing nervously 
with a strand of hair that had fallen loose. Tyrell cleared his 
throat. 


"| guess I'll be going now. Uh, thanks again for dinner." 
"You're welcome." 

"I'll see you around?" 

Himi blinked in surprise. "Uh, yeah. Sure." 


He flashed a quick grin before he turned around and opened 
the door. "Cool. Bye!" 


"Bye..." Himi lifted her hand and gave a small wave as Tyrell 
exited her apartment and shut the door. Himi stood in the 
entryway for a moment, watching her door and running 
Tyrell's last words through her mind repeatedly. He planned 
on seeing her again. Did this mean they were friends? 


Shaking her head, she decided to think on it later, and went 
to clean up the kitchen. 


3. Chapter 3 


Notes for the Chapter: 


| won’t bore you with my excuses. Just a few quick notes: 
on the accents | mention, anytime | play the game, the 
three main characters sound American in my head, Amiti 
sounds British—no idea why, Sveta sounds Russian, and 
Himi sounds Japanese. Obviously, imagine whatever 
accents you want, but those are what | thought of when | 
wrote this. And Morgalian and Yamatan are separate 
languages, so Sveta and Himi are bilingual. 


Their ages—Himi is 18, Matthew, Sveta and Karis are 20, 
Tyrell is 21, and Amiti is 22. Roughly. 


And the book Himi’s reading in the beginning is Born of 
Fury by Sherrilyn Kenyon. Favorite author (and very 
prolific), and my favorite book by her. 


Now, on to the story! 


Himi sat curled up on the end of her black leather couch, 
lost in her book. Romance novels were her new guilty 
pleasure, one she could pack away and hide in the unlikely 
event that her parents came to visit. Her mother might not 
care about such things, but her father definitely would. The 
whole “purity of the daughter” and “virginal for the 
husband” belief he held and all. Himi had found that if she 
shopped at thrift and used book stores, she could find 
several romance novels and one book King Susa would 
approve of for about the same price as if she’d bought the 
approved book at a major retail store. So, her regular shelves 
gained new additions, her hidden box gained new additions, 


and her father wouldn’t know that she was usually buying 
four or five books for the price of one. 


Well, that’s what she hoped. But she very much doubted 
that her father would know what the Book Trader and the 
Shifty Thrifty were if he looked at the bank statements. And 
he probably left that to his financial advisors. 


She'd already eaten dinner, and had no intentions of moving 
from this spot until she finished Sumi and Hauk’s story. 
Tomorrow was Saturday, so she had no classes. There was 
some homework she needed to get done, but nothing that 
needed her attention tonight. 


Therefore, it took her several moments to realize someone 
was knocking at her door. With a frown at the clock—it was 
just after nine—Himi laid her book down after carefully 
marking her place. 


A part of her hoped it was Tyrell. She’d thought about hima 
lot more in the last week than she cared to admit. She’d 
seen him in passing several times, either at the mailboxes or 
in the hallway, and each time he’d smiled warmly at her and 
asked if she was okay and if she needed anything. Each 
time, Himi had dropped whatever she was holding and 
stumbled through the interaction until they parted. He 
seemed like he was holding up okay after the scene with his 
ex-girlfriend, but Himi wondered if he was simply hiding his 
emotions. Even more worryingly, the knight she dreamed of 
that would rescue her from her father was looking more and 
more like Tyrell with every passing day. She didn’t know if 
was just because he’d killed the spider for her, or if it was 
because he was attractive and had an admittedly impressive 
physique. Perhaps a combination of the two? 


Another knock brought Himi back to reality, and she went to 
go answer it. 


In the hall were two women that she didn’t recognize. The 
taller of the two had pale green hair tied back in a high 
ponytail, and violet eyes. With her heart-shaped face and 
bright eyes, she was strikingly pretty, and though Himi tried 
hard not be covetous, she was envious of the girl’s curves. 
The second was clearly a beastwoman; her pointed ears 
poked through long, wavy lavender hair that she wore loose, 
and she had the brightest green eyes Himi had ever seen. 
Her nose was a combination of human and beast, but rather 
than off-putting, the result was alluring and exotic. Both 
were wearing pajamas, the taller girl in loose cotton pants 
and a tank top, the beastwoman in capris and a snug t-shirt. 
And both girls were covered in splotches of flour and smears 
of chocolate. 


Confused, Himi opened her door wider. “May | help you?” 


The beastwoman spoke. “You're Himi? We’d like your help.” 
Her husky voice was lightly accented, and her fangs flashed 
with every word 


“Um...” 


The taller girl nudged the beastwoman with her shoulder. 
“Sveta!” She smiled brightly at Himi. “Sorry! I’m Karis and 
this is Sveta. You’re Himi, right?” 


Himi gripped the doorknob, prepared to slam it shut. “Do | 
know you?” 


Karis shook her head. “Nope! We're friends of Tyrell.” 


Perhaps. Or perhaps they were friends of his ex-girlfriend. 
She hadn’t seemed very mentally sound. Himi didn’t think 


that the sole interaction she’d had with the girl would 
warrant harassment from her friends, but then again, she 
had no experience with messy relationships. 


Karis must have seen the look on Himi’s face, because she 
hastily backtracked. “Sorry! Uh, Tyrell told us that you 
helped him out when Nowell... well, you helped him out. He 
also mentioned that you were a baker?” She asked hopefully. 


“I bake, but | wouldn’t say that I’m a baker.” 


Sveta cocked her head to the side. “But you know how to 
bake cookies, yes? Without burning them?” 


“Yes, S ” 


The girls both beamed at her. “Great! Would you be willing 
to help us? We're trying to bake cookies, but...” They 
exchanged a dark look. 


“We're not good bakers,” Sveta finished with a sad shake of 
her head. They looked back at Himi. “Will you help us?” 


“Um...” Bewildered, Himi looked between Karis and Sveta, 
hopeful looks on their faces. She wanted to go back to her 
book, but Himi had never been good at saying no. “I... 
guess?” 


The girls beamed at her again. “Great!” Karis grabbed Himi’s 
hand and pulled her into the hall. 


“Ah! Wait, | should get dressed...” 


Karis waved an impatient hand. “Don’t worry, your clothes 
are fine.” Sveta closed Himi’s door as Karis led the small girl 
next door. 


r 


“But I’m in my pajamas...” Himi looked down at the 
oversized long sleeve shirt and the shorts she slept in. She 
wasn’t even wearing shoes, though at least she’d had the 
sense to keep her socks on. 


“It’s ok.” Sveta caught up the them just as they reached the 
door. “If any of the boys look at you funny, l'Il eat them.” 


“She’s kidding,” Karis said quickly, opening the door. 
Sveta’s fanged grin said she wasn’t. 


Himi entered the apartment after Karis and was assaulted by 
the smell of burnt cookies. 


“Thank you so much for agreeing to help us. Amiti said that 
he’s never buying cookie ingredients for us again if we 
ruined one more batch.” Himi followed the girls to the 
kitchen, only to stop. 


“What happened in here?” She asked, horrified. Bowls, 
utensils, and ingredients were scattered all over the 
counters. One of the bowls held an unidentifiable green 
paste, while two others contained what looked like brown, 
dried out play dough. Cookie sheets were stacked 
haphazardly next to the sink, which held several sets of 
measuring cups and spoons, all covered in a gluey, gray 
substance. Spice jars were jumbled up on the stove top, and 
with a sinking stomach, Himi noticed garlic powder and 
pepper among the bottles. The trash can was open, and 
several dozen cookies, varying shades of black and brown 
and a worrying puke green, were piled inside. And the flour... 
There was flour on counters, on the cabinets. Flour on the 
fridge, the oven, and the microwave. Flour on the walls. And 
somehow, flour on the ceiling. “Wha... what happened?” She 
repeated weakly. 


“Either they’re attempting to burn the place down, or 
they’re trying to poison us.” Himi turned find that the 
polished, heavily accented voice belonged to none other 
than Prince Amiti of Ayuthay, standing in front of her. His 
light blue hair just touched his shoulders and was brushed 
carefully back, and his blue t-shirt matched his tailored plaid 
pajama pants. He was a few inches taller than Karis, though 
still under six feet, and though he was lean, it was easy to 
see that he took care of his body. He smiled widely at her, 
holding out a hand. “It’s nice to meet you. My name is 
Amiti.” 


“Himi,” She said hesitantly as she shook his hand. 


“Tyrell mentioned you to us. If you ever need anything, 
please don’t hesitate to ask.” Amiti frowned and peered 
closer at Himi, causing her to swallow hard. “My apologies, 
but have we met before?” 


“| don’t think so.” And they hadn’t, though Amiti and his 
uncle, King Paithos, had visited Yamata before. Himi’s father 
wouldn’t have allowed them to meet, her being second born 
and just a girl. Amiti had likely only met her father and 
mother, and possibly her Aunt Uzume, if his visit had been 
before she died. But Himi looked enough like her mother to 
give most people pause, and that was what Amiti was 
probably hesitating at. 


It was also why Sveta didn’t recognize her, though Himi had 
suspected who she was once she’d heard her name. While 
King Volechek had only visited once, he hadn’t brought his 
baby sister with him. They all knew that Yamata had a 
princess, but most assumed that she was kept under lock 
and key, since Himi was rarely ever seen at state functions— 
her own preference, and one her father was more than 
happy to grant. 


“She goes to our school,” Karis told Amiti, face scrunched up 
as she scraped one of the bowls of play dough into the 
garbage. “Maybe you've seen her there.” 


“Maybe,” the prince murmured, releasing her hand. He was 
studying her a little too closely when a yell sounded from 
the living room. “It was a pleasure meeting you, Himi. IIl 
take my leave of you girls.” With a nod, Amiti turned and 
headed toward the living room. 


“Is Tyrell here?” Himi asked. Sveta shook her head, picking 
up several whisks and dropping them in the sink. 


“Nah. He’s at the gym, sweating out his emotions. That was 
Matthew yelling. He’d come say hi, but he’s in the middle of 
a tournament and can’t walk away from the console.” She 
rolled her eyes, as if to say, “Boys, am | right?” Himi nodded, 
not really understanding, but it seemed like the thing she 
was supposed to agree with. Having finally finished 
wrestling with the green goop in the last bowl, Karis turned 
to Himi. 


“So, what do we do first?” 


Himi’s red eyes slowly traveled over the disaster of a 
kitchen. “First—we clean.” 


And clean they did. Karis fetched a few cleaning supplies, 
and the three girls got to work. Himi directed Karis, being 
the tallest, to get a chair and wipe the flour off of the ceiling 
and higher areas. She told Sveta to organize the ingredients, 
instructing her in which ones to store, toss, or leave out. 
Himi herself turned her attention to the dishes, scrubbing 
the remnants of the ill-fated baking attempts down the 
drain. 


As they worked, Sveta and Karis talked and joked, always 
making sure to include Himi. Himi found out that Karis was 
studying to be a meteorologist and interned part-time at the 
local weather station. She also learned that Karis was dating 
Amiti, and had been for almost the entire three years she’d 
been at school. 


Sveta was a double major like Himi, studying sociology and 
economics, to become a political analyst and advisor to her 
brother. Because of her course load, she didn’t have time for 
a job. She and Matthew had been dating for a little over a 
year. 


Amiti was another double major, though a year ahead of 
Karis, Sveta, Matthew, and Tyrell. He was studying history 
and law, Himi assumed to prepare him for when he ascended 
the throne. And Matthew, who she still hadn’t met, was 
studying to be a seismic geologist, and he used what he 
learned in his classes to help his dad, who was a world-class 
structural geologist researching the mountain ranges of 
Angara. 


Karis and Sveta also confessed to her how happy they were 
that Tyrell had broken it off with his ex, and thanked her 
profusely for helping him out afterward. 


“But | didn’t do anything,” Himi protested. And she hadn't, 
not really; the dinner was for killing the spider. But the girls 
insisted that Himi had helped, and she was at least happy 
that Tyrell felt like she had. 


She paused in wiping down the counter as the thought hit 
her. Why would helping Tyrell make her happy? She didn’t 
even know him. Maybe just because she helped someone 
out of a jam? Kind of like when one donated to charities 
around the holidays? Himi had a niggling feeling that there 


was more to it than that, but put it aside to be examined 
later. For now, she had cookies to bake. 


“So what kind of cookies were you trying to bake?” 
“Pepper and ginger.” 


“And | wanted to make something healthy, so | thought 
maybe | could blend kale and put it in a cookie,” Karis 
added. 


Himi made a face. That explained the blender she’d washed. 
“Okay, first of all, pepper and ginger do not go together in a 
cookie. Secondly, kale never goes in cookies. Healthy has its 
place—and it’s not in cookies. Let’s try just a regular 
chocolate chip.” 


Karis and Sveta nodded earnestly, and Karis dug a notepad 
and pen from a drawer. Himi set the oven to preheat, and 
then set about showing them how to measure out the flour, 
salt, and baking soda, before she combined the brown sugar, 
eggs, butter, and vanilla. Karis dutifully wrote down the 
directions, carefully noting the appropriate measurements 
for everything. The shorter girl then explained how to mix 
everything together, roll the dough into balls, and properly 
Space them apart on the cookie sheet. Himi placed the pan 
in the oven, and gathered the dishes she’d used to wash. 


“Now it’s your turn. Just do what | did, and you should be 
good.” 


Sveta and Karis each grabbed large bowls and set to work, 
Himi standing between them and gently correcting them 
every so often. Ten minutes into the baking lesson, the oven 
was beeping, and Himi hurried over to pull her cookies out. 


As she was bent over, she heard a soft “God damn” behind 
her and spun around, thinking someone had messed 
something up. Instead, she found Tyrell, red hair damp and 
wearing an A-line shirt and gym shorts, standing in the 
entrance to the kitchen, blue eyes fixed on her legs. 


“Oh!” Startled to see him, Himi let go of the cookie sheet 
and potholders, some of the cookies sliding off. Without 
thinking, she simultaneously reached down to grab the tray, 
and stuck her knee out to stop it from falling. The metal 
seared her skin, and with a yelp she pulled her leg and 
hands back, the cookie sheet clattering to the ground and 
sending the rest of the cookies rolling across the floor. 


Among a chorus of “Oh my god!”s and “Are you okay?”s and 
one “Shit! Sorry!”, Amiti and a blonde male Himi assumed 
was Matthew ran up behind Tyrell, peering into the kitchen. 
Himi dropped to the ground and immediately began picking 
up the cookies while apologizing profusely. 


“I’m so sorry! | was just startled—I didn’t mean to—I’ll clean 
them all up, and—“ 


Well-manicured hands gently grasped her red, stinging 
ones, and Karis pulled her up. “It’s okay, don’t worry about 
the cookies. Did you burn your hands?” Behind her, Sveta 
was yelling at Tyrell in her native Morgalian while the latter 
was holding his hands up and apologizing. 


“Yes, but l'Il be fine. I’m so sorry, Karis. Ow!” Himi winced as 
Karis accidentally brushed across her burned fingers. 
Nodding to herself, Karis pulled on Himi’s wrists, leading her 
out of the kitchen. 


“Really, it’s not a big deal. Let’s get you taken care of.” 


As they passed Tyrell, he stopped them. 


“Shit, I’m so sorry, Himi. | didn’t mean to scare you.” 


Himi saw the sincerity in his blue eyes and gave him a quick 
half-smile. “lII be okay. Please don’t worry.” And then Karis 
was whisking her off down a side hall to the guest bathroom. 
At least, in Himi’s apartment it was the guest bathroom. 
Here, it clearly saw regular use. 


Karis pushed her down onto the toilet before bending over 
and rummaging under the sink and muttering to herself. 


“| swear, neither of them could clean this out every once and 
awhile? | know it’s in here some—aha!” She pulled out a first 
aid kit as Himi blew on her stinging fingers. “Let me see.” 
Karis pulled her hand away and began inspecting it, pulling 
a cream and some bandages out of the kit. As she began 
applying some of the cream, Karis kept talking. 


“I thought I'd beaten enough manners into him when we 
were younger to stop him from being a perv, but clearly he 
needs a reminder. | know he’s single, but ogling you like 
that! l'Il yell at him for you later.” 


Himi frowned at the older girl. She wasn’t quite following 
her. “Ogling me?” Tyrell had been looking at her, sure, but 
definitely not ogling her. Karis shrugged. 


“Sure. | assume that’s why you dropped the pan—because 
he made you uncomfortable. God, I’m gonna kill him!” She 
started wrapping up Himi’s hands. 


“But Tyrell didn’t make me uncomfortable.” 


Karis paused, looking up in confusion. “He didn’t?” Himi 
shook her head. “Then how come you dropped the pan?” 


Fidgeting under Karis’ violet gaze, Himi felt her face grow 
warm. “I—I don’t know. | always drop things whenever I see 
him.” 


The confusion in Karis’ eyes grew. “But why would—Himi, are 
you okay? Your face is really red—oh!” Her eyes widened. 
“You have a crush on him!” 


Himi nearly slid off the toilet, Karis quickly reaching out and 
steadying her. “I—I don’t know—I’m not... That’s not... | don’t 
even know him!” 


Grinning, Karis moved on to the burn on Himi’s thigh. “The 
beauty of a crush is that you don’t need to know the person 
to have a crush on them. Love, that’s different. But you can 
have a crush on the stranger who smiled at you crossing the 
street. Obviously, you’d never fall in love with a stranger, 
but you can get to know Tyrell and see where it goes from 
there.” 


Himi avoided her gaze, face and ears warm as she stuttered 
her denials. But in the back of her mind, Himi remembered 
how often she’d thought of Tyrell in the last week. How every 
time she’d seen him, her heart would beat out of her chest 
and she couldn’t help but stutter and mumble. How the 
knight in her dreams had started looking like Tyrell. Before 
she was conscious of it, the next sentence slipped out. “How 
do you know?” She whispered. 


Karis frowned at the leg she was wrapping a bandage 
around. “Know what? If you have a crush on someone?” She 
shrugged again. “You know, the usual. Butterflies, sweaty 
palms, shortness of breath,” she grinned up at Himi, 
“nervousness and blushing.” Her grin dissolved as she 
replayed Himi’s words. “Wait. You’ve never had a crush 
before?” 


Himi shook her head slowly, eyes wide, but was saved from 
answering by a knock on the door. Karis answered without 
moving. 


“Come in, Sveta. Tyrell, go away.” 


The door opened and Sveta slipped inside, slamming the 
door on a spluttering Tyrell. 


“| just wanted to check on her!” His muffled voice called 
through the door. 


Sveta frowned in Himi’s direction. “Why does she look like 
she’s gonna pass out?” 


“I think she just realized she has crush on Tyrell.” 


Himi missed Sveta’s response, because that’s exactly what 
she was realizing. And she was also realizing that it didn’t 
matter. Her father would never allow her to date, and in the 
event that a miracle occurred and he changed his mind, 
he’d definitely never approve of someone like Tyrell. 


Himi had her very first crush, and she was going to have to 
let him go. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


One more thing—I couldn’t in good conscious write 
Sveta as human. So beastmen exist in this world, just as 
an evolutionary split. Still no Psynergy, and she doesn’t 
transform, but Sveta is stronger and faster than human 
women and most human men, and she has heightened 
senses. So, hope that’s okay. 


4. Chapter 4 
Notes for the Chapter: 


l'Il just, uh, leave this here, and quietly slink off in 
shame that it’s been forever since | updated... 


God damn it. 


God damnit. 


After having the bathroom door unceremoniously slammed 
in his face, Tyrell had retreated to his bedroom, throwing 
himself on his bed. He’d left the door open, though, so he’d 
know when Sveta finally exited the bathroom. 


Tyrell dragged his hands over his face. This was not how he’d 
pictured his day ending. He’d gone to school, gone to work, 
and then came home. He’d received no less than sixty-four 
missed calls, thirty-seven voicemails, and one hundred 
seventy-eight texts from Nowell throughout the day, 
alternately saying she loved him and begging for another 
chance, or calling him an asshole and wishing him a painful 
demise. He ate dinner. Nowell had called yet again, and 
Tyrell’d had enough. He turned his phone off and escaped to 
the apartment complex’s gym. He’d gone through his 
routine several times until he was pouring sweat and his 
muscles were aching. But he’d been calmer, so he decided 
to head home. 


He’d figured he’d shower, crack open a beer, hang out with 
his friends. Maybe he’d get drunk. Then he’d go to bed. A 
nice, simple night after the stressful day that had become 
the norm after he’d dumped Nowell. 


Yeah, right. 


He’d opened the door to his apartment and smelled both 
burnt cookies, and perfectly baked ones. With some 
trepidation, he’d headed toward the kitchen, half-hoping 
Sveta and Karis had finally succeeded in making edible 
cookies, and prepared to make some bad joke about their 
cooking skills. 


Tyrell was definitely not prepared to see what had to be the 
most perfect ass he’d ever laid eyes on bent over in front of 
his oven, wrapped in black spandex running shorts. His eyes 
had then followed the lines of the girl’s shapely pale legs, 
clad in— God help him —white over-knee socks. 


He hadn’t been able to help the “God damn” that had 
slipped out. He hadn’t meant to say it, not out loud, but— 
those socks. His only saving grace was that he knew it 
wasn’t either Sveta or Karis, as they were at the other 
counter, frowning at him; he’d have been on the floor, 
looking for his teeth, if he’d been caught checking them out. 


And then, the girl at the oven was standing up and spinning 
around, a tray of perfectly baked cookies in her hands. Tyrell 
hadn’t been able tear his eyes away from her legs, not until 
she’d dropped the pan, burning herself. And to his chagrin, 
he’d realized the girl wasn’t one of the nameless friends of 
Karis and Sveta. 


It was Himi. 


His three-years-his-junior neighbor, Himi. 


His just-this-side-of-legal neighbor, Himi. 


His hotter-than-all-fuck neighbor, Himi. 


He’d known she was cute. Pretty. Beautiful, even. But 
anytime he’d seen her, her skirts and dresses had all 
reached just below her knees, and either her blouses were 
long-sleeved, or she wore cardigans. And what he now 
realized were knee socks, he’d always assumed were 
stockings. Which, okay, stockings were hot, too, but knee 
socks kicked him right in his fetish. 


And though no one had ever asked, ‘cause let’s be real, who 
would ask? But if they had, he’d have guessed that Himi 
either slept in flannel nightgowns, or those fancy long- 
sleeved silk blouse and pants suits rich people wore to bed. 


Man, was he wrong. 


Unbidden, an image of Himi in her pajamas came into his 
mind. Loose ponytail. Too-big heather gray sweater hanging 
off her shoulder. The nearly non-existent shorts. And those 
fucking socks. 


He’d been so goddamn wrong . 


Clearly, there was a lot more to Himi than he’d thought. 


But of course, he’d terrified Himi because he couldn't. Stop. 
Staring. To be fair, he hadn’t gotten laid in almost three 
weeks. Thank the fucking stars he’d lifted like a beast today, 
because he was positive that his exhaustion was the only 
reason he wasn’t driving nails with his dick right now. That’s 
just what he needed—traumatize the poor girl further 
because he couldn’t control himself. 


A sound in the hall made him look up, but it was just 
Matthew, who came to lean on Tyrell’s doorframe, arms 


crossed over his white t-shirt. His blonde hair looked like 
he’d been running his hands through it all night. 


“Really, dude? ‘God damn?’” 


“Take it Sveta told you.” 


“In between the expletive-laced Morgalian? Yeah. What 
happened?” 


Tyrell sighed, sitting up. “I just walked into the kitchen and 
Himi was bent over the oven in her...” He trailed off, 
imagining it again. 


“Knee socks,” Matthew supplied with a smirk. Tyrell shot him 
a dirty look. Great thing about having the same best friend 
for your entire life? They knew you inside and out. Bad thing 
about having the same best friend for your entire life? That 
included all the things you’d rather them not know. Like a 
fetish for knee socks. Or Matthew’s thing for being low-key 
dominated. 


“Yeah. | didn’t mean for it to slip out, and if l’'d known it was 
Himi | wouldn’t have even looked. Anyway, | must have 
scared her, and she’s already kind of clumsy. She dropped 


the cookie sheet and burned herself.” He scrubbed his face 
with his hands. 


“She’s not clumsy.” Karis appeared behind Matthew, hands 
full of bandage wrappers. Tyrell shot off his bed and rushed 
to the hall, only to find the bathroom door still shut. 
Matthew’s “How is she?” was drowned out by Tyrell’s “Is Himi 
okay?” 


Karis continued down the hall and to the kitchen. 
“Physically, she'll be fine. Why don’t you weirdos have a 
trash can in your bathroom?” Tyrell and Matthew trailed after 
her. 


“What do mean, physically? What else is wrong with her?” 
Tyrell asked, ignoring her question. Karis threw out the 
wrappers before going to the sink to wash her hands. 


“She’s just had a little emotional shock to her system, that’s 
all. She needs a bit of time to take it all in.” 


Matthew frowned and exchanged a look with Tyrell. 


“What are you talking about?” Tyrell demanded. 


Karis looked up. “Like | said before, Himi’s not clumsy. Not in 
the slightest.” 


It was Tyrell’s turn to frown. “Yes she is, but | don’t 
understand what that has to do with—“ 


“That’s be-cause you’re an id-i-ot,” Karis sing-songed. 


“Karis,” Tyrell warned. 


“Look, | just spent the last two hours with her, and she didn’t 
drop a thing. But let me rephrase it—Himi’s only clumsy 
around you.” She seemed like she was trying to tell him 
something with her violet eyes, but it went over Tyrell’s 
head. 


Confused, he stared at her. “But, why—“ 


His friend shook her head, drying her hands. “It’s not for me 
to tell. But, | just want to say that | think we should invite 
Himi to go bowling with us tomorrow.” 


Matthew furrowed his brows. “Why?” 


“No, hold on! Let’s get back to why Himi is terrified of me!” 


“| didn’t say she was terrified. | said she was clumsy. Clumsy 
does not mean terrified.” 


“Well, why else would she be clumsy if she wasn’t nervous 
as shit?” 


Karis glared at him. “Stop putting words in my mouth. | 
didn’t say she wasn’t nervous. | only said she wasn’t 
terrified.” 


“That doesn’t even make any sense!” Tyrell yelled, his 
irritation spiking. 


“Woah, woah, woah. Cool it.” Hands held up, Matthew 
stepped between them. It was a role he’d had to play more 
often than not in Tyrell’s and Karis’ long friendship. Times 
like this, Tyrell wondered how they’d even managed to stay 
friends. Karis could be incredibly condescending, critical, 
and bossy, and a lot of the time, she rubbed him the wrong 
way. And Tyrell could be loud, obnoxious, and hot-tempered, 
and he knew he pissed her off. Hell, sometimes he did it on 
purpose. But at the end of the day, he knew what she did: 
he’d do anything for her, and she’d do the same for him. It 


was something that had pissed Nowell off on more than one 
occasion. Matthew continued on. “Back to my original 
question: why do you want to invite Himi? Not that | really 
care, but we just met her.” 


Karis shrugged, flipping her hair. “I like her. | think she’s 
sweet. And | get the feeling that friends are something she 
doesn’t have a lot of.” 


Reaching out to grab a piece of the raw rolled cookie dough 
off the tray, Tyrell scoffed. “She has friends. What?” Karis 
had smacked his hand. “It’s not like you’re gonna cook it.” 
He popped it in his mouth. It was infinitely better than Karis 
and Sveta’s past attempts at cookies. 


Glaring at him, Karis took the tray and placed it in the still- 
hot oven. “How do you know she has friends? Did she say 
she did?” 


Swallowing, the redhead shrugged. “Not in so many words, 
but | asked her what she did with friends.” 


“And?” 


“And she gave the standard girl answers. Movies. Shopping.” 


Karis pondered Tyrell’s words with a frown as she set the 
timer. Eventually, she shrugged. “I still think we should 
invite her.” 


“| don’t care either way. We need the six anyway, now that 
Nowell’s, you know...” Matthew trailed off. 


“You can say it. She’s a liar and a cheater. One could even 
call her a whore.” 


“| was gonna Say, not playing with us anymore.” 


Tyrell shrugged. “Both work. | like mine better.” 


“Yeah, but she didn’t really wrong the rest of us, so...” 


“Man, bro code!” 


“Boys!” Karis interjected loudly. “Can we please stay 
focused? So, yay or nay?” 


“Shouldn't we ask Sveta and Amiti?” Matthew asked. 


“Don’t have to. Sveta likes her, too, and Amiti will say yes.” 


“Cause he’s whipped,” Tyrell muttered under his breath. 


“I beg your pardon? I’m what, now?” 


Tyrell flinched as Amiti entered the kitchen. “Uh, the 
greatest roommate and friend that ever lived!” 


“Hmm. Is Himi all right, love?” Amiti asked, placing a kiss on 
Karis’ cheek. 


Karis beamed. “Yeah, | think she will be. You don’t care if she 
comes bowling with us, right?” 


“Not at all. In fact, it will give me more opportunity to figure 
out where | know her from.” 


Tyrell frowned. “From school, right?” 


The older boy shook his head. “I don’t think so.” 


Matthew, Karis, and Tyrell exchanged confused glances. 
“Then where from?” Matthew asked. 


Amiti didn’t have an opportunity to answer, because just 
then they heard the bathroom door open and Sveta talking 
to Himi. Tyrell left his friends and headed for the hall, 
intercepting the two girls. 


“Himi! Are you okay?” 


Himi flicked her eyes at him before looking down, avoiding 
his gaze. She gave a small nod, bandaged fingers kneading 
the hem of her sweater. Her face was red, he assumed from 
embarrassment over having dropped all of the cookies. Himi 
standing there looking like she was waiting to be punished 
did strange things to Tyrell. Like make him want to hit 
anyone who dared try to yell at her. 


“I should clean the kitchen,” she mumbled, still avoiding 
Tyrell’s gaze. He wished she’d just look at him already. 


“I already did,” he answered, watching her. “I’m really sorry, 
Himi. Were the burns bad?” 


Sveta brushed passed him, answering. “No. She will still 
keep her fingers.” 


Himi looked up as Sveta left them alone, a look of mild panic 
etching her features. Her scarlet eyes darted to Tyrell before 
she looked back down, fingers working frantically at her 
hem. Pain lanced through him. 


“Look, if | really am scaring you or whatever, please just tell 
me. | hate that you get so nervous around me. | Know I’m a 
bigger guy, but I’ve never laid a hand on a woman before, 
and I’m definitely not about to start with one half my size.” 


Himi shook her head. “I’m not afraid of you,” she said to the 
floor. 


“Himi, you won’t even look at me.” 


She sucked on her lower lip before softly admitting, “I get 
nervous around you.” 


Tyrell let out a frustrated breath. “I know that now. | just wish 
you'd tell me why.” 


“I’m sorry.” 


Startled, Tyrell frowned. “Why are you sorry? You don’t have 
anything to apologize for.” 


Himi blinked at him. “But I’ve made you upset.” 


“What? Himi, no, I’m not upset. | just don’t want to make you 
uncomfortable.” Tyrell hesitated. “Do you... Would you feel 
better if | stayed away from you?” Oddly enough, just the 
thought of having to stay away from her hurt, but he would 
do it if she wanted him to. 


“Nol” 


It was Tyrell’s turn to blink at Himi. Himi looked shocked at 
her outburst, her eyes widening and cheeks flushing. She 
pressed one dainty hand to her mouth, as if by doing so she 
could take back her exclamation. 


“I—I mean... Um...” 


Tyrell couldn’t help the stupid grin that crossed his face. “Do 
you want to go bowling with me tomorrow night?” He didn’t 
realize how that sounded until Himi blushed further, her face 
practically glowing. “No! | mean—with us! All of us! We go 
bowling twice a month, and the way we play, it’s, uh. We 
need six people, since we play as three groups of two, and, 
you'd be on my team—if that’s okay! You could pair up with 
one of the girls, if you want. | mean, that’s even if you 
wanted to, uh, come. I'd like you to, but—you probably have 
plans, huh.” Himi’s hand was still pressed against her 
mouth, but now it seemed like she was trying to hold back 
laughter, and he realized he was rambling. The back of his 
neck growing warm, he ran a hand through his hair and 
glanced to the side, muttering, “lIl just shut up now.” 


Himi giggled, lowering her hand. “I don’t have any plans.” 


“Ah. Did you, uh, did you wanna come?” Tyrell tried for 
nonchalant, but doubted he sounded that way. What the hell 
was he even doing? Because it certainly sounded like he was 
asking her on a date, but that couldn’t be right. He 
definitely wasn’t looking to start dating anyone new, least of 
all his barely-legal neighbor. 


Still smiling shyly, Himi nodded. “I’ve never been bowling 
before, but I’d like to learn.” 


He swore his grin got stupider. “Great! That’s great! Uh, we 
leave around six. | don’t know, uh—do you know how to 
drive?” 


Himi cocked her head to the side, and the adorableness of 
the gesture nearly floored him. “Of course | know how to 
drive.” 


“Well, yeah, of course you do! Silly question, huh? | just 
meant—well, since you’re not from here, that you probably 
don’t know where the alley is, uh. Figured | could drive you 
—“ Tyrell held up his hands in front of him. “Not that you 
have to! You can follow me, or ride with one of the girls, or 
GPS it—“ 


He was cut off when Karis brushed past him. 


“How about you stop babbling at her and go drool in the 
corner? C’mon, Himi. Matthew has graciously agreed to shut 
his FIFA off so that we can all play a game together.” 
Throwing her arm over the small girl’s shoulders, she steered 
Himi around Tyrell and into the living room. Tyrell was left to 
stare open-mouthed at the sway of Himi’s hips as she walked 
away. 


